TO A SKYSCRAPER          \

2

Look, at the sky, the giant                                            2

Piercing down on the earth,

The tiny objects point

Straight into human hearth;

Innocent and cunning hidden alike in berth

Taller than the other,

Still taller with the view,

But be great in the sphere,

The sphere for only few,

The arrogant and mighty nothing count in lieu.

Huge the sapphire alpine,

Look you as heap of stones,

On the uneven line,

Behind the human green,

Separate the other world, world of joy alone.

Rivers outflow with foam,

Into the vast ocean.

Harm and unharm in roam,

Unsojourn the motion,

None concern the needless the insipid notion.

Tall oak and large banian,

Cut and crushed for your sake,

Structure of mere hard stone,

Mobilise crafty fake

Unemotional like concrete pinched in rock.

Cold and absorbed winter,

In petty cement plate,

Shake and leave the cinder,

Stun in the slumber later,

Apathetic waves storm the rudely frozen gate.